To the Moon Complain"

ykRiNG, VON RIBBENTROP, et al. were on Hitler's five-car
j/moured train at the Russian front. The Foreign Office
people were plainly resentful because von Ribbentrop,
always as close as he could get to the Fuehrer's coat-tails,
was seldom in Berlin. Dr. Hans Heinrich DieckhofF,
Hitler's last ambassador to the U.S., spoke for von Ribben-
trop at the Wilhelmstrasse. He continually referred to him-
self as " still the German ambassador to your country," and,
in general, gave me a complete Nazi going-over. This is
quite a thing for an American to sit and hear, and I got
pretty tired of it.
" The world must suffer," he said. Where had I heard
these German words before? Wasn't it Stinnes in the
Esplanade, not a mile away from this very spot, eighteen
years before? And, again, weren't these the words of
Thyssen to me in Paris in 1928 ?
These men never thought the German people lost the
last war. Neither did Dieckhoff as he sat there, pudgy and
beaming, that day. Neither did any of the other Nazi
leaders I saw in Berlin. It was the same old story all the
way through. I did not see Thyssen, but I broke the secret
of where he was. Last heard of as taken by the Nazis from
Switzerland into Germany, he had vanished in .early 1940.
Our Government, the newspapers, and likewise the British
Intelligence had lost his trail. The publisher of Thyssen's
memoirs had written in the Foreword of the book : "I
came over from England to the United States in February
1941, hoping I would be able to find out exactly what hap-
pened to Thyssen and where he was. Unfortunately, no-
body knew anything except that he must be in the hands of
the Gestapo , . . and that if Thyssen had been put in a
concentration camp he was almost certainly deac}."
First I found that Thyssen is not in the hands of the
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